











: HONEST JACK 
1. THE SAILOR. ue Z 














ae 
it was Saturday night, and St. Paul’s heavy toll : 
Sounded seven; and many a ditty 
Was heard to arise with the loud London cries, 
Through the streets of far-famed London city. 


In the shops what a show of fine goods to be sold! 
You might have bought all things but quiet, : , 
‘The throng, on each hand, thickly crowded the Strand, & 
And Fleet Market was all in a riot. 


A sailor came lounging, a jolly Jack tar 
As true as e’er emptied a flagon ; 

2 Like a lark could he sing, lov’d his country and king, ig 

And in fight was as fierce as a dragon. Ry 


He had strolled all the day, and had taken his grog 
With some shipmates, and other carousers ; 

Tis check shirt was new, his jacket was blue, 
And white as the snow were his trousers. 
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His black silken handkerchief waving about, 
Loosely tied, made him look like a rover, 

His footsteps were light, his stockings were white, 
And his toes with new pumps covered over. 


The cudgel so snugly tucked under his arm, 
He thought was becoming and proper; 

His pockets were cramm’d with old ballads, or ramm’é 
With tobacco, gold, silver, and copper. 


Good-humour’d, light-hearted, and careless, and free, 
In sport, not with drink he was rolling ; 

He pushed through the crowd—and now talked aloud, 
Then whistled as on he was strolling. 


Fleet Market he pass’d, and then up Ludgate Hill 
He mov'd forwards so gallant and gaily, 
When he met witha friend as he pass’d by the end 

Of the street which is called the Old Bailey 


Whoe’er he might be that was civil to Jack, 
Was with him as a friend and a brother; 


~ So together they talked, as they leisurely walk’d, 


in their turns, first the one then the other. 


Now where have you been all the day, honest Jack, 
For you look rather queer, my good fellow ?— 
“Tam steering my hull, from the sign of the Bull; 
But, avast! you don’t think that ’m mellow ?” 


And where are you trudging to now, honest Jack? 





And where for the night are you stopping ? 
“T may take in a rope, at the Anchor and Hope, 
Or perhaps at the Ship down at Wapping.” 


How long have you been on the shore, honest Jack? 
For your purse must be low, I am thinking.— 

“How long? let me see; why some days it must be! 
But I can’t tell how long I was drinking.” 


What a pity it is when on shore, honest Jack, 
That your health you're for ever abusing.— 

“That is true, my good friend, while I’ve shiners to spend, 
When they’re gone I again go a cruising.” 


We sail on the ocean of time, honest Jack, 
And are all toss’d about in our turn !— 

* Ay! you landsmen that be, you must talk about sea, 
Though you don’t know a stem from a stern.” 
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HONEST JACK, 3 \ 


And what is your bulwark in fight, honest Jack > 
For you can’t turn aside the rude balls— 

“You may say what you will, but old England says still, 
Her best bulwark’s her own wooden. walls.” 


But sailors must die like the rest, honest Jack, 
And where do you think you shall go to? — 

“ Why, sir, to be free, when we get out to:sea, 
Who can tell us what port we shall blow to” 


To-morrow is Sunday, you know, honest Jack, 
You must. go to some church, tell me where ?— 
“To Greenwich I go, Rattling Tom, and Ben Bow, 
And my messmates are sure to be there.” 


But why go to Greenwich? For once, honest. Jack, 
Go with me, I would keep you from sorrow.— 
« And into what hold, if I may be so bold, 
Do you stow your body to-morrow °” 


I intend to the Bethel to go, honest Jack, 
I hope you'll be one of the party.— 

“To the Bethel! O no!—those who like it may. ge, 
It won’t do for sailors, my’ hearty!” 


Why ’tis meant to do good to you tars, honest Jack, 
For the sailor it floats on the river.— 

“Tam thinking, d’ye see, if it floats there for me, 
It is likely to float there for ever.” 


We shovld think of a world that’s to come, honest Jaci, 
When in this we are so pain’d and perplext.— 

“O no! this world for me, for I don’t know, you see, 
At all what to think of the next.” 


Then to-morrow you'll not go with me, honest Jack, 
Where the word of your Master is spoken ?— 

“T told you, you know, that to Greenwich I go: 
Jack’s promise is not to be broken.” 


I have got here a few little books, honest Jack, 
And I wish you to take three or four.— 

“ Well, perhaps if I did, they might do to get rid 
Of waste time when at sea or on shore.” 


You are welcome to have them: I hope, honest Jack, 
You will give them a reading, and know thera.—- 

“Why I ballasted be, fore and aft, don’t you sce’ 

And I hardly know where I shall stow thera.” 
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They will take littie room; and now say, nonest Jack, 
That you'll try to be sober and steady.— 

“Mind your reck’ning! Not I, ll not tell such a lie, 
I’m engaged for to-morrow already.” 


O think of the sabbath; the books, honest Jack, 
May give.to your memory a jog.— 
‘If they set me to think, why perhaps I may drink 
A double allowance of grog.” 


Farewell, then, farewell! take my word, honest Jack, 
You'll repent it, though now you're so handy.-— 

“ Jolly tars! bear a hand! MHere’s our king and our land. 
And to-morrow I'll drink it in brandy !” 


Honest Jack, P’'m sorry to hear what you say, 
But I warn you before I depart, 

That such drinking and sin, just like daggers within, 
Will certainly pierce through your heart. 


Like the crackling of thorns that just blaze and expire, 
Such pleasures can satisfy never ; 
They give only a spark, and then all becomes dark, 
The blackness of darkness for ever! 


Aeon 


PART THE SECOND. 


Many months had roll’d round, for time flies on apace, 
When the friend that convers’d with poor Jack, 

Walk’d the deck rather slow, from the Bethel to go; 
When a sailor there beckon’d him back. 


The Bethel’s a hull of a ship fitted up 
Like a chapel, for tars on the river; 

And there’s.many a boat, mann’d with tars, seen to float 
To its side: may its flag fly for ever! 


For though there are some in their hearts that despise, 
And some to upbraid them are given, 
It is pleasant to see British tars bend the knee 
_ To the good and the great God of heaven. 


“‘ Perhaps,” said the tar, as he took him aside, 
Where they stood by themselves for an hour, 

“ You've forgotten my looks, but you gave me some books 
As I steer’d from St. Paul’s to the Tower. 
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HONEST JACK, 


“Twas on Saturday night, and a good while ago, 
Time runs, we can hardly tell how; 

You spoke kindly to me, I was queerish and free : 
But, I see you remember it now. 


“You look at my leg, and indeed well you may, 
For it isn’t the same I had then: 

So it is with us all, through our lives we’ve a squall. 
And after, fair weather again. 


* T’ve but little to say about fighting and that, 
Or to talk about honour and glory ; 

The hurt that I got wasn’t done by a shot, 
But Pl tell you the whole of the story. 


“T went down to Greenwich, I told you I should, 
Where my messmates and | had a feast ; 

But ’tis hateful to say how we went through that day, 
Enough that I drank like a beast. 


“ We cursed and we swore, and we made ourselves mad, 
I roared out ‘The navy for ever!’ 

All the way we came back, till an unlucky tack 
Capsiz’d me; I soused in the river. 


“My money soon went, and I couldn’t tell how, 
Till Jack was as poor as could be: 

For a week or two more I staid on the shore, 
And then I was call’d out to sea. 


“Soon after, we met with a terrible gale, 
And the winds and the sea they got higher, 
The heavens they frown’d, black as pitch all around, 
And sometimes they look’d all on fire. 


“Our ship seem’d to mount on the swell to the skies, 
And then to the bottom was boring, 

And the flashes of light awhile darken’d our sight, 
And the gale and the thunder were roaring. 


“ In reefing the foresail, a squall from the west 
Threw the canvas right over my head ; Pi 

I strove to hold hard, but was flung from the yard, <~ , 
And down I came backwards like lead. i? 


“JT felt the blood flow, and was carried below# 
Being wounded, and fainting, and sickly; 

When the surgeon came near, and without any fear, 
Cut off my poor leg very quickly. 
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“The gale blew great guns. In the trough of the sea 
| The vessel was rolling, and flinging ; 

Hy) My messmates were gone, and I, left all alone, 

Truss’d up in my hammock, was swinging. 


“] didn’t much care for the loss of my leg, 
Though it wasn’t a trifle it stood for ; 

The sailor that frets at a hurt that he gets, 
Why what in the world is he good for ? 


“T think as how that was the very first time 
The world that’s to come gave me care ; 

Had the anchor been press’d on my sorrowful breast 
It had not been heavier to bear. 



















“ Our chaplain oft read of the goodness of God, 
But still I thought nothing could save me; 

And when able to crawl from my hammock at alt 
I luge’d out the books that you gave me. 


“Twas a wonder I had them, for often I meant 
To heave them all into the ocean; 

They took me some time too, in spelling them through, 
For of learning | havn’t much notion. | 


« Ag I read them, they open’d my eyes and my heart, 
Gave me comfort and brightened my view: 

They seem’d just at hand, that 1 might understand, 
What God in his goodness could do. 


“ But, alas! in a day or two trouble came on, 

I felt all my gloom and my care ; 
b _ My view that was bright became black as the night, 
r And my sins made me sigh in despair. 


“{ shall never forget being brought upon deck: 
The breeze from the westward was blowing ; 

The sun shining bright, with the Lizard in sight, 
And the ship at nine knots was a-going. 


‘“‘My heart was much soften’d; I thought upon Ged, 
And his goodness, and look’d on the tide: 

I had just heav’d a sigh, when our chaplain came by, 
And he sat himself down by my side. 


“*'It was pleasant to feel the warm beams of the sun, 
The day was October the eleventh: 

Jack! Pll read you,’ says he, ‘a psalm about sea,’ 

And the psalm was the hundred and seventh. 
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“To desire to improve all his goodness and love, 
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“And it was about sea, sure enough, how the storm | 
And the waves do us sailors oppress ; 
And hd, when we ery to our God in the sky,, 


We're deliver’d from all our distress. * 

“ And I thought what a wonderful God he must be; 1 
And how great, on the sea and the land, | 
Who, when the winds blow, tells them where they must go? a 

And holds the wide sea in his hand! \ Fr 
“ But when I was left in my hammock alone, 


What chance can there be for a sinner like me, 
And I sobb’d out ‘Lord! what shall I do” 


“Wy sad wicked life, and the oaths I had swore, 
Came before me, and drove me half wild; 

I thought, being low, of my sins and my woe, 
And TI wept for a time like a child. 


1 thought, if the Bible be true, \ 


“The very next day came our chaplain again, 
And he said to me, ‘Jack, how dost do? 

We yesterday went to the Old Testament, 
Let us now have a verse of the New? 


‘hen he read different parts ;—of the goodness of God 
‘To men who had wandered wide; 

Of pardon and peace (e’en though troubles increase), \ 
Through a Saviour for sinners that died ; 


“He spake much of Christ and his suffering for ug, ‘ 
For his foes, oh what anguish and shame! 

And how could I behold such love, and withhold 
From believing and. praising his name! 


“ While list’ning, the words pierced my heart, but the texi 
That seem’d the most comfort to give, 

Was, ‘ Whoever he be that believeth in me, . 
Ki’en though he were dead he shall live.’ { 


“Ti is wondrous how God, when we wander from him, \ 
Our fears and afflictions can double; 
And comfort impart to the sorrowful heart, f 
That it never could know but in trouble, 


“T have learned since that time to seek after the Lord, 
And delight myself much in his ways; 


And to live and to die to his praise. 
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“ With shame I remember the seasons gone by, 
And look back on the days of my folly ; 

There was no real joy in such sinful.employ, 
In pleasures so low and unholy. 


“But now, by the grace of my Saviour and God, 
IT am ‘happy whate’er be the weather; 

And can lift up my voice, and bid others rejoice, 
For my heart is as light as a feather. 







“Our navy I left (may it long ride the main !) ay 
For their ships es have lads that are Res 





And whether at ease or in pain, _" 
My prayer to the skies, for Old England shall Kise, , 
‘And her brave hearts of oak on the main. 


“ May seamen enjoy their spare time as they ought, 
But never bring on heer a rod; 
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- pene this is the first time we meet on-this deck, oes 
“LT hope that it won’t be the last ; 
For Jack, come what will, won't forget Ludgate Hill, 

And you have my best thanks for the past. 


“ T'go to the Bethel, where seamen attend, 
' Not to drink and to drive away care ; 
But humbly*to call on the great God of all,— 
For I love to see sailors at prayer. 


‘A tar should be true to his country and king, 
And have none in the world to upbraid him; kena 









But his heart should confide in the Saviour that died, oie 3 
And praise the Almighty,that madé him ; ! fm 

“'That when country and king shall havé passed away, ae 
And grim, death soul and body shall sever ; es qa 

He in heaven may record the free grace of the Lord, 4) 
For his mercy endureth for ever.” 7 
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